MAD    MAKE-BELIEVE              153

known; the carefully correct ex-officers, the yawning
old "pros," the dozens of men whose past could not be
imagined; had they not all brought stones too? In
what picture theatre, in what shadow show flickered
across the ether, would those stories appear?

An Indian philosopher would have felt at ease on
that daft liner. "If the red slayer think he slays," he
could have murmured to himself, "or if the slain think
he is slain." Here was a dream within a dream,
shadow show inside a shadow show. To begin with,
it is easy to lose your grasp upon reality if you are
taken to a strange place just as dusk is falling. That is
what had happened to me that night. I had been taken
in a fast car through a part of London I had never
seen before, and then we had left the streets behind
and had raced along a wide road, broad and dark as
a river in twilight, that was raised above mysterious
hollow fields. I remember a fine new bridge, with great
arches at each end, and its stone looked almost lumi-
nous in the queer light. It might have been admitting
us into Nineveh, that bridge. Then a vague tangle of
dock roads, with policemen shadowy at the gates, and
after that a ship's ladder-gangway mounting to the
sky, with this crowded boat-deck our final goal. All
this was unreal, a little over the edges of ordinary
experience, and there, awaiting us at the end of it all,
was this huge traffic in unreality.

I saw a group of ship's officers at one end of the
deck, and I thought how amused they must be to see
these familiar decks turned into a stage for melo-